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The ntoft lamentable Tragedy 
And here is come to doe fome villainous foame 
^ ea< ? k ^ ies ; 1 Wl11 apprehend him. 

Stop thy unhallowed toyle vile Momtavue j 
Can vengeance be purfu’d further than 4th ? 
^ondemned villaine I doe apprehend thee, 

°oey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

1 njuft indeed, and therefore came I hither t 
od gentle youth tempt not a delperate man, 

if y h ,f nce a /?^ i eave me , thinke upon thefe gone. 

Let them affright thee. I befeech thee youth, 

1 ut not another finne upon my head 
By urging me to fury : o begone. 

By heaven I love thee better than my felfe. 

For I come hither armed againft my felfe ; 

Stay not, be gone, live, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bad thee run away. 

Par. I doe defie thy commiferation. 

And apprehend thee for a Felon here. 

Rom. Wiltthouprovokeme? then have at thee Boy. 

Par. O I am flame : if thou be mercifull 
Open the tombe, lay me with Juliet. 

In faith I will : let me perufe this face : 
Mercuno s kmlman , noble County Paris \ 

What laid my manwhenmybetofTcdfouIe 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
He told me Paris fhould have married Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fo ? 7 
Or am I mad, hearing him talke of Juliet y 
To thinke it was lb ? O give me thy hand. 

One writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke. 
lie bury thee m a triumphant grave: 

A grave . O no, a Lanthorne flaughtred youth t 
For here lyes Juliet, and her beautie makes 
This vault afeafting prefence full of light. 

Death fliethou there byadeadmaninterrU 
ow oft when men are at the point of death. 
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Havethcy beene merry , which their Keepers- call 
A lightning before death l Oh how may I 
Cali this a lightning ? O my Love, my Wife, 
Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not conquer'd, beauties enfigne yet 
Is crimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes : 

And deaths pale flag isnot advanced there. 

Tibalt, lycR thou there in thy bloody Iheet ? 

O what more favour can I doe to thee, 

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine 
To funder his that was thine enemy? 

Forgive me coufin. Ah deate Juliet, 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? I will beleeve. 

Shall I beleeve that unfubftantiall death is amorous? 
And that the lean abhorred monfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For feare of that I ftill will flay with thee. 

And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart againe : hcre,here will Iremaine, 

With wormes that are thy chambermaides : O here 
W ill I fet up my everlafting reft. 

And (hake the yoke of inaufpipious ftarres 
From this world-wearied flefli : eyes look your la ft, 
Armes take your laft embrace ; and lips,0 you 
The doores of breath, fe ale with a righteous kifle 
A datelefle bargaine to ingroffing death : 

Come bitter conduft , come unfavourie guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot* now at once run on 
The dafhing rockes thy fea-ficke weary barke : 

Here s to my Love. O true Apothecary ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I dye. 

Enter Frier pith Lanthor»e,crow,andftade . 

Fri. Saint Francis be my fpeed ; how oft to night 
Havemy old feet Humbled at graves ! Who’s there? 
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